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August 6

The throne feels hollow.

I have everything I demanded. Jules no longer exists as Julian. His breasts have grown full and soft from the estrogen. His hips have widened. His skin is smooth and delicate. He performs on camera. He serves guests in lingerie. He was fucked in front of an audience and moaned like the girl he has become. He has signed legal documents. He has accepted the neck tattoo. He thanks me daily for every change, every humiliation, every loss of status. He is the perfect submissive. He is exactly what I designed him to be.

Yet when I hold him at night and feel his softened body against mine, the same sharp void opens inside me. The hunger has not been satisfied. It has only grown louder. Total ownership was supposed to fill the emptiness. Absolute control was supposed to bring peace. Instead it has revealed how deep and endless that emptiness truly is. I stand as the Sovereign Queen, yet the throne beneath me feels cold and hollow.

Today I begin pushing harder. I will make Jules my full-time project. No more part-time secretarial work. No more lingering ties to his old life. He will exist only for me. His body, his time, his pleasure, his identity, everything will be dedicated to my will. I will increase the estrogen dose again. The changes will accelerate. His breasts will become larger. His features will soften further. His emotions will deepen. And I will watch closely to see whether any of it finally quiets the hunger.

If it does not, then the next steps will have to be even more extreme.

Maggie closed the journal and set it on the nightstand. Morning light filtered through the blinds, casting soft patterns across the bed. Jules lay beside her, still asleep in the delicate white lace babydoll she had chosen for him the night before. The fabric clung to his changed body, stretched across the full, soft swell of his breasts. His hips had begun to curve noticeably. His skin glowed with the smooth, feminine texture the estrogen had created. The titanium collar remained locked around his throat, the crowned “J” tattoo visible just beneath it on the left side of his neck.

She reached out and traced the collar with one fingertip, feeling the steady pulse beneath the warm metal. Jules stirred slightly at the touch but did not wake. His breathing remained deep and even, one hand resting unconsciously over the curve of his breast as if protecting the changes that had taken root there.

Maggie studied him for a long moment. He was beautiful in his ruin. Perfect in his surrender. And still the hunger whispered that it was not enough.

She slipped out of bed and moved to the dresser where the new prescription bottles waited. The higher estrogen dose and the additional blocker had arrived yesterday. Today she would begin the next level of acceleration.

“Jules,” she said softly.

He woke immediately, as he had been trained to do. His eyes opened and found her at once. He sat up slowly, the lace babydoll shifting over his chest.

“Good morning, Mistress,” he murmured, voice still soft and slightly higher from the hormones.

Maggie sat on the edge of the bed and held up the two bottles.

“Today you become my full-time project,” she announced. “No more secretarial work. No more part-time obligations. Your old life is finished. From this moment forward you exist only for me. Your body, your time, your service, everything belongs to my will without exception.”

Julian’s breathing quickened. He looked at the prescription bottles, then back at her face.

“I understand, Mistress,” he said quietly.

Maggie continued, her tone calm and deliberate.

“I am increasing the estrogen dose again. We are also adding a stronger blocker. The changes will accelerate. Your breasts will grow larger and fuller. Your hips and thighs will continue to widen. Your skin will become even softer. Your emotions will deepen. You will feel the shift more intensely. This is no longer a gradual transformation. This is deliberate acceleration.”

She handed him the first pill from the new higher dose and a glass of water.

“Take it,” she said.

Julian swallowed the pill without hesitation while she watched. She then gave him the additional blocker and he took that as well.

Maggie set the bottles aside and looked at him directly.

“You will journal the changes every day,” she said. “You will describe how your body feels. You will describe the emotions that rise. You will thank me for every effect, no matter how overwhelming. Do you accept this?”

Julian nodded, eyes lowered but voice steady.

“Yes, Mistress. I accept it. I want the stronger dose. I want my body to change faster for you.”

Maggie studied his face for a long moment, searching for any remaining resistance. She found only deep, quiet surrender mixed with the familiar flicker of addictive craving.

She reached out and cupped one of his breasts through the lace babydoll, squeezing gently. Julian gasped softly at the heightened sensitivity.

“These will grow larger now,” she said. “They will become heavy and full. Your nipples will become even more sensitive. When I touch them on camera, you will moan like the girl you are becoming. You will thank me for every new curve.”

Julian’s breath hitched. “Thank you, Mistress. Thank you for accelerating the changes. I want my breasts to grow for you. I want my body to become more feminine.”

Maggie kept her hand on his chest, feeling the softness and the rapid beat of his heart beneath it.

“You are no longer allowed any outside work,” she continued. “Your only purpose is to serve me. You will train as my full-time feminine servant. You will cook, clean, and care for my needs while dressed exactly as I choose. You will perform on camera whenever I decide. You will be available for any guest or scene I arrange. Your old identity is gone. Only Jules remains.”

Julian swallowed hard, but his response came without delay.

“I accept, Mistress. I no longer want any part of my old life. I want to be your full-time project. I want to exist only for you.”

Maggie smiled, small and dark, and pulled him into her arms. She held him tightly against her chest, one hand stroking his hair while the other rested possessively over the swell of his breast.

“You are safe,” she whispered. “You are complete. You are exactly where you belong. The hollow place inside you is filled with my rule. I will hold all of it for you.”

Julian clung to her, trembling slightly with the weight of the new declaration and the stronger hormones now moving through his system.

Maggie kept him wrapped in her embrace as the morning light grew brighter. She could already feel the hunger stirring again, sharper than before, whispering that even this full-time dedication might not be enough.

The estrogen had been increased once more. Jules had been declared her full-time project. And the Dominance Era had taken its next dangerous step forward. Sovereign Queen continued its quiet, relentless work. And the reshaping moved deeper still.
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August 6

Maggie sat at the dining table with Julian’s laptop open in front of her. The resignation email had already been drafted. All that remained was for him to send it. Today she would formally end the last thread connecting him to his old professional life. From this moment forward he would have no outside obligations. No secretarial duties. No lingering ties to the architecture firm. He would exist only as her full-time feminine servant.

Julian knelt beside her chair in full white lace lingerie. The babydoll clung to the soft curves of his estrogen-enhanced breasts. The panties stretched tightly over the chastity cage. The garter belt and sheer stockings framed his legs. The titanium collar remained locked around his throat. The crowned “J” tattoo on his neck was clearly visible. His face looked softer and more delicate with each passing day.

Maggie turned the laptop screen toward him.

“This is your resignation letter,” she said calmly. “You will send it today. You will tell them you are leaving the support role effective immediately due to personal reasons. You will thank them for the opportunity and request that all future communication go through me. Once it is sent, your old career ends completely.”

Julian’s hands trembled slightly as he read the email. The words were polite but final. He would no longer have any professional identity outside of Maggie’s control.

Maggie placed her hand on his shoulder.

“Send it,” she ordered.

Julian clicked send. The email left his inbox with a soft whoosh. He stared at the screen for a long moment, breathing deeply as the final tie to his old life was severed.

Maggie closed the laptop and set it aside.

“Now we begin the ritual,” she said. “You will formally accept your new role as my full-time feminine servant. You will repeat your acceptance on camera. You will thank me for ending your old career. You will surrender the last pieces of your independence.”

She set up the camera on its tripod and pressed record. Then she guided Julian to kneel in the center of the room, facing the lens.

“Begin,” she said. “Speak clearly. Tell the camera what you have just done and what you are accepting now.”

Julian looked directly into the camera. His voice was soft but carried deep resignation.

“I have just sent my resignation from the architecture firm,” he said. “I am no longer employed there. I have ended my remaining professional life. From today forward I belong to Mistress Maggie as her full-time feminine servant. I will cook, clean, and serve her needs. I will dress exactly as she chooses. I will perform on camera whenever she desires. I will accept any guest or scene she arranges. I have no other purpose. I exist only for her rule.”

Maggie stepped behind him and rested her hands on his shoulders.

“Continue,” she said. “Tell the camera why you accept this total change.”

Julian’s voice trembled slightly as he spoke.

“I accept becoming Mistress Maggie’s full-time feminine servant because I no longer want any part of my old life. The estrogen has changed my body. My breasts have grown. My hips have widened. My face has softened. I am no longer seen as a man at work. Colleagues flirt with me. They treat me as support staff. I accept this loss of status. I accept the end of my career. I want to dedicate every hour of my life to serving Mistress. I want to be her full-time project. I want to exist only as Jules, her creation.”

Maggie moved in front of him and lifted his chin so he had to look at her.

“Repeat after me,” she commanded. “I am Jules now. There is nothing left of the old me. I surrender my career completely. I surrender my time completely. I surrender my body completely. I am Mistress Maggie’s full-time feminine servant.”

Julian repeated each line clearly, his voice growing steadier with every sentence.

“I am Jules now. There is nothing left of the old me. I surrender my career completely. I surrender my time completely. I surrender my body completely. I am Mistress Maggie’s full-time feminine servant.”

Maggie nodded with satisfaction and turned to the camera.

“Jules has formally ended his remaining work life,” she said. “He has accepted his role as my full-time feminine servant. He will no longer leave the apartment except when I permit it. He will dress, speak, and behave









d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
DOM!EQN\C/E ERA
MAGGIE:

' Hollow,Throne :






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





